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The Coolest Playground Ever
Abstract
In lieu of an abstract, below is the essay's first paragraph.
"I remember when the days lasted forever and it was always sunny. Recess was always too short, but it
tired me out and made me feel good on the inside. For a brief time, way back when I was short and
chubby with bangs that fell in front of my eyes, I attended a Catholic elementary school, Holy Ghost, with
possiblly the coolest playground ever. It was always sunny and I always felt good after running myself
tired."
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Heberger: The Coolest Playground Ever
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the sazebo mansion-raft-Dlatform, belonged to the girls.
" In front of the castle lay the catadombs. Thtse tire mazes zigzagged the ground
half
in the verv front of the coolest playground
-f6rming ever. Each tire was on its end and about
an upside-down "U." Being a little
wav burieh under the linle ston'es,
cla'ustrophobic. I never reallv liked the tirE tunn-els. However I had no difficulty
runnins'and hoppins along the tops. These too often absorbed the sun's rays and
becamE hot to th'e to--uch. \eithei pant nor skirt mattered, as long as the runners stayed
on their rubber-soled feet.
This is how it used to be.
Now strange little children play where I once did on sunny days, tiring themselves out. No m-ore boys and girl3 diessed in navy blue pants, plaid jumpers, and
yellow blouses and poloihirts. -The Holy Ghost sChool is now Generations Daycare.
After attending thatichool from kindergdrten through second grade' I had to switch
schools before-I entered third grade. Bishop Clark closed my school because there
weren't enough students enrofed to keep the school alive. Bishop Clark took the
coolest playground ever and gave it to someone else'
Noi ioo lone ago, I reiumed to the play$ound that strangers took from me. I
went back and I pliyei just like I had alwdys d-one. Everything was the same' but at
the same time, everithing was so different. Or maybe it was just me.
Walking through ihe freshly mowed grass, I set foot on the little stones. No one
was around. tire scre-ams and shduts of delight from my classmates had faded over the
vears. There were no boys to defend the casile and ship, no girls to make-believe with
in the mansion-raff platfoim. There was no one to grab two of the three chains the tire
swing hung from anb snap it around with all his or her might, causing me to throw my
head-back,-unable to battl-e the centrifugal motion. It was quiet.
Somehow over the years, everyihing shrank. The towers of the castle that once
sraced the sky now were ohly a few fbet aSove my head. I could climb the ladder in
6nly two stepi. Watching my head to avoid whaCking it on the wooden frame, I still
creit mv wav through the caitle one more time. The bees still held their reign and the
slide wis stiil hot enough to burn what bare legs came its way.
I couldn't fit through the octagonal bridge anymore. I manage{ to hop ontop of
it and crawl over to the ship. I took hold of the steeiing wheel and whirled.the shi-q
starboard. Spotting viruleit pirates, I dove head first down the spiral slide in an effort
to abandon stiip. Mv body was too long for the curves of the slide and I got stuck'
The pirates took me iaptive and threw me in the catacombs. I briskly jumped out and
isnoied mv imaeinatioi, remembering my claustrophobic fears of long ago'
"
Reiainin-s mv composure after thi: pirate atiack' I kicked my way through the
even littler"stonei to'the tirb swing. I sat on it and spun a bit'-but quickly stopped after
it made mv stomach queasy. This lime there was only room for me.
Afier I had my fill irf reliving my childhood adventures. I.retired.to the gazebo..
for lunch. Gazing aithe coolesr pliygrbund ever, I realized. thatit hadn't changed at all.
The castle with itJcatacombs and towers and escape routes hadn't changed. The ship
with its steering wheels and spiral slide hadn't changed' The tunnels and bridges connectins theiwo hadn't chinged. Even the old tire swing still remained suspended
from the fround by the three ch-ains in the exact same place. It was sunny out and I felt
tired.
The coolest playground ever will never change. The chains are a bit rusty and
some have a protective ilastic covering on them. The wood has been wom and
smoothed froh years of use. Bur thosie things don't really matter. Children will come
and go, making ihat playground theirsjust as I had' They will play in the sun and get
-eefore I left the coolest playground ever. perhaps for-another
tired-out and fEet good..
ten years, I stood and looked at it. It will never change; it was sunny out and I telt tired
and sood.
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